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ANGELIQUE

JANUARY:

Angelique Beavois stares at a chip in the table in the unisex Santorini Hospital’s Psych Ward. It’s a new year, and she’s been admitted once more after her daughter, Valarie, decided she needed more help.

She thought about the years of abuse she’d suffered at her late husband’s hands, Vladimir Beavois. He was such a dark man, and he showed his love through different shades of purple and blue on her arms and unseen wounds in her mind.

“Mom?” she heard a voice call from behind her. She flinched at the voice and turned to her daughter.

“Your three weeks are over. I’m here to pick you up,” Valarie said.

Angelique stood up, grabbing the luggage that the nurses had packed for her earlier. They walked out into the sunny day. The sun burned her eyes as she walked beside her daughter in the parking lot. She hadn’t seen the sun in a long time.

“Are you feeling okay?” Valarie asked.

“As okay as I can be recovering from trauma,”

“One step at a time, Mom. You’re doing better. You look healthier.”

Her daughter was nicer these days. Thirty had done wonders for her. And becoming a mom made her look even better. She gained more weight, her smile deepened, her laugh lighter, and her skin clearer. She felt closer to her daughter now more than ever before. Motherhood had made them bond.

“You can live with us for the time being. Carissa misses you. I think you need to be around people right now. Living alone in that mansion is not the best for you right now,” Valarie said, driving out of the hospital parking lot.

“Thank you, Valarie. I’m happy you’re fine with me moving in with you and your wife.”

“Carissa misses her grandma,” she said, smiling. “She’s always crying for Granny Angie because she doesn’t know how to pronounce Angelique yet.”

Angelique grinned.

“She’s a sweet little girl,” she said to her daughter.

“She is.”

They arrived at the Dumont-Beavois mansion, and Valarie packed Angelique’s clothes in the spare room. Angelique took a nap and woke up a while later. Downstairs, the chef had prepared some bloody chicken for dinner.

“Mom, you’re awake. Have some dinner,” Valarie said.

Carissa was crawling around and playing with her dolls in her dollhouse, but ran to her grandma the minute she saw her.

“Granny Angie! Up! Up!” Carissa cried, holding her tiny toddler’s hands up to her grandma.

Angelique picked her up and kissed her on the cheek. The toddler’s fangs had sharpened while she was gone.

“Look at you! Your fangs are growing,” Angelique said to her, kissing her on the cheek.

“I’m a big girl, Granny!” Carissa said, making Angelique laugh.

“You are so precious,”

She sat down at the table with Valarie and Elisabet, and they had dinner.

“Angelique, how are you feeling after the hospital?” Elisabet asked her.

She thought about the sleepless nights she’d spent in the war, miserable and depressed. The times when her husband dragged her by the hair when he was still alive, or shoved her against the wall. The times when he verbally abused her. They all played like a movie in her head endlessly.

“It was okay,” she said.

They ate their bloody chicken and drank wine, bloodmilk for Carissa.

“We’re going to the movies tomorrow, so Carissa can watch Dracula and Friends: The Movie. Do you want to join us?” Elisabet asked her.

“I would love to. Getting some fresh air would be great for my mental health,” Angelique said.

They finished dinner and went off to bed. Angelique watched some TV, thinking.

She was six hundred years old in vampire years. In human years, she was sixty. She’d spent most of her life battling alcohol addiction and an abusive relationship. Her children hated her for most of their lives. Now, she was replaying the memories in her mind after years of dissociating them. They came fast and hit hard. It was painful to relive the pain. Painful to go through the trauma of it all. But it was the fact of the matter, she was healing. She was facing her demons head-on instead of killing herself like she’d wanted before. They went to the movies the next day. Angelique had barely gotten any sleep. Carissa was happy, holding her teddy and watching the movie. She ate her blood-covered candy popcorn and danced along to the songs. Valarie and Elisabet whispered in the darkness, holding hands and joking.

Angelique was experiencing a healthy family, and she felt this overwhelming pride that her daughter was creating a family that was safe, loving and full of care. Angelique felt bad that Valarie hadn’t gotten that from her and Vladimir. She felt upset that she’d grown up being compared to her brother, Marcellus. It was shameful, seeing Valarie create the family she should’ve gotten from Angelique and Vladimir in the first place. She told her therapist this when she was done with the movie and dinner out. Therapy had changed her life for the better, but she still struggled with her mental health.

“I’m proud of you,” Valarie said when she picked her up from therapy.

“I wasn’t the best mother to you, Valarie. I’m sorry I couldn’t give you what you have now with Elisabet and Carissa.”

“It’s okay, Mom. You did the best you could with what you had. And I have the family I’ve always wanted now. Water under the bridge,”

Angelique thought about her own upbringing: depressing, painful, and traumatising. Her dad was absent, and her mother was toxic and belittling. They were long dead now, but they still lived in her mind.

She got back to her daughter’s home, and the peace and silence were something she was struggling to get used to. Her whole life was running PseudoCorp before she resigned. It wa trying to please her psychopathic and narcissistic husband. Coming back to an open space with a happy baby and cartoons on the TV with a private chef who was friendly and a couple of blissful and tender moments, it was jarring to her. It was foreign. Different, but it brought her joy. And that’s all she could ask for during her recovery.

Despite the peaceful environment, Santorini was still on fire. The news announced the Dracula-V vaccinations. She’d already gotten her shot. So did Valarie and her family. The new issue was that the infected vampires were turning into behemoth monsters that plagued the city and ate humans and demons alike. The monster murders were spreading. She knew the Codex-Lux Variant from her family lineage, sourced in her company, had played a huge factor in these monstrous creations, but that was no longer her responsibility. That was now in the hands of her son, Marcellus, and his little girlfriend, PA and ethics advisor. She’d last seen them a few weeks ago, and they told her about the drama in the company. She had listened with intent, but realised she no longer cared about the company she’d spent most of her life building.

She now had to redefine her life and find her purpose after creating the biggest company in the country. And this time, it was on her terms.
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MARCELLUS

Marcellus Beavois is planning on proposing to Melissa Dumont. He sits in a company meeting, Melissa writing notes beside him, but this is the thought on his mind. He watches her intently. Her hair is in braids, some of them falling in waves on the side from her ponytail. Her legs are crossed in her pencil skirt, and she looks edible. No matter where they are, he’ll always find a way to have indecent thoughts about her. When the meeting ends, he pulls her aside in his office, locks the door and kisses her wildly. When they part, her mauve eyes sear into his. She’s panting, her chest brushing against his.

“What was that for?” she asks him.

“You looked beautiful, that’s all. I wanted you to myself for a moment,” he replied.

She smiled. A bright, happy smile.

“You’re so sweet when you want to be,” she said.

“I try,”

He kissed her again.

They finished work late and then made dinner when they got to their penthouse.

Valarie called him while they were eating their duck.

“Val?” Marcellus said on the speaker phone.

“Good news. You and Melissa are off babysitting duty. Mom is out of the hospital, so she’ll be taking care of her when we’re gone or busy,” she said.

“That’s good. Although we wouldn’t mind seeing Carissa and Mom. Can we come see you tomorrow?” he said.

“Yeah. You two can come over. See you then!”

She cut the call, and they finished their dinner before retiring to bed, kissing in bed and cuddling.

The next day, they went to the Dumont-Beavois mansion. Carissa ran to them in excitement, jumping up and down. Marcellus picked her up and spun her around. She giggled, happy to see her godfather and uncle. Melissa kissed her on the cheek, and she hugged her tight.

“Uncle! Auntie!” she yelled.

“We missed you, girl,” Melissa said, pinching her tiny feet, and she laughed.

Valarie and Elisabet gave them drinks and appetisers. Angelique came down from her nap, and they had lunch together. After lunch, Marcellus pulled his sister aside on the balcony outside on the second floor.

“Val, I need your advice. Is it too soon to propose to Melissa? I know we’ve been together for years now, but I don’t know. I’m anxious,” he said.

“I’ve seen you kill our father with a sword, and kill millions of people before. But now you have to propose to a woman, and you’re nervous?” Valarie laughed.

“That’s different. This is serious.”

Valarie shook her head.

“Find somewhere romantic and take her out to dinner. Buy her a good diamond and kiss her. It’s not that hard. Propose,”

“And if she says no?”

“Trust me. She won’t. She loves you.”

“You think so?”

“I know so.”
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VALARIE

Valarie Dumont-Beavois received a phone call after her conversation with Marcellus. Cynthia Darbos was at the end of the line.

“I’d really like your work once more, Val. I need your help finding someone,” Cynthia said.

Valarie shook her head, as if Cynthia could see it.

“No, Cynthia. I’m retired. I unfortunately can’t do it.”

“That’s a shame. I was going to give you good pay.”

“I have a family to take care of now. The Private Investigator stuff? It’s all in my past now.”

She cut the call, but a few days later, she was at Cynthia’s funeral. The middle-aged woman had contracted Dracula-V and died.

“Such a shame, isn’t it? All that wealth gone to waste?” a woman at the funeral told Valarie.

“What do you mean?” Valarie asked her.

“Her money went to charities. She could’ve at least given me a cut before she died,” the woman cried.

Valarie rolled her eyes and walked away. Some people were insensitive, she thought.

The funeral was about to end, but the earth beneath them exploded, and a monster crawled out from Cynthia’s coffin in the ground. Screams erupted, and the funeral-goers ran every which way. Cynthia’s monster grabbed a demon and ripped his head off. Her creature was large, black, furry and with large, sharp teeth. She was like a gorilla, but ten times bigger and hungrier. She chewed on the humans and vampires at the funeral. Valarie tripped, fell and skinned her arm on a sharp piece of broken glass on the ground. She ran to her car and drove home as the police took care of the demon. Dracula-V was turning dead vampires into monsters, and it was getting terrifying. Valarie’s blood dripped on her steering wheel.

When she got home, Elisabet attended to her wounds and stitched her up.

“Baby, I’m so sorry the funeral went badly, and you got hurt,” Elisabet said, wrapping a bandage around her arm.

“It’s okay. I’ll heal within a day,” Valarie said.

“It’s not. I was worried about you.”

“I wasn’t harmed that badly. They killed the Cynthia monster. She’s really gone now, and her fortune is in the charities. It’s all worked out fine.”

Elisabet kissed her on the cheek.

“If you say so,”
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